*    The Fatal Hunting   *

buoyancy. He did not like her to leave his sight. For a
man of his experience he was ridiculously fond of her.
Though he collected from force of habit a number of
women as he went down river, he felt no inclination to
make their closer acquaintance. Not that Queen Saw
was jealous. Landing with him at Prome she selected
two charming girls and when he hardly noticed them,
rallied him on his indifference. She already guessed that
she was beyond rivals. Though very young, she was
fully matured. She had great eyes, brown and laughing,
a tiny mouth, and her wheaten complexion had a
downy surface. In all her movements was an in-
describable animation. Her hands have been men-
tioned, but not her budlike feet, the round of her arms
or the weight of her hips. If other girls approached her
in the form of these, none of them had her vivacity, her
amusing tricks. So intense was her happiness that it in-
creased tenfold the effect of her beauty.

On the twelfth day of the journey they reached
Dalla. Near the river bank stood the hunting palace
behind a high stockade of sharpened bamboo, resem-
bling the camp on Popa, but larger and better ap-
pointed. The town itself lay around it on the land side.
Everyone disembarked with pleasure. Accommodation
on the boats had been restricted.

Next morning Usana sent for his trappers. They had
arrived four days ahead of him and had been making
enquiries. At no great distance from Dalla was forest
land on which wild elephants were generally found. To
catch these alive had from early times been a royal
sport. The captives were tamed and used on state occa-
sions or for war. A further interest attached to the
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